You Got Too Many Bees In Your Honey 


Author: Dijoe8 


Bands: Poison 


Characters: Rikki Rockett, Bret Michaels, Bobby Dall, C.C. Deville 


Relationships: Bret Michaels/CC. Deville 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sun Nov 14 2021 18:25:33 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Part one 


Author's Notes: 
Here's the continuation to my first story about Poison, | hope y'all pervs will like it :) 
Second part will be posted soon 


Love y'all. 


"CC? What are you doing? We're ruming out of beer, go bring some down in the basement" 


A lie. He was just annoyed that his friend spent the whole evening with strangers and didn't pay any attention 
to him. 


He had to find an excuse right? Not because he was jealous or something, but just because he hated seeing 
him there doing nothing. 


Bret was a little drunk and tired, the party was so noisy and people were all over the place, dancing and 
drinking. 


The girls all over him tasted like vodka, hair spray and cheap gloss. It reminded him of someone, minus those 


intense blue eyes and devious smile. 


He was making out with one of the girls when he opened his eyes and saw CC shrugging, abandoning the 
discussion he has started with a random dude and went down to look for the beers. 


His hair was all teased and ruffled up as usual, a black hat over his head. He was wearing a white oversized 
blouse and tight leather pants. It was a usual CC Deville look. 


But Bret couldn't take his eyes away, not bothering to kiss back the girl who was currently devouring his lips. 
His eyes followed his friend who was now going down the stairs, the tight pants accentuating his thighs. 

Bret wanted to squeeze them until he leaves his handprints on them, 

The singer eventually stopped the kiss and stood up, leaving the girl confused 

"Where are you going? We just started!" She says, reaching out for Brets hand 

He gently batted her hand away, 

"| think imma go help CC, gonna comeback later" 


"Come on, I'm pretty sure he can do it by himself, he's tough. You can't juste leave a girl like me alone here to 


help your band mate" 
She insisted, reaching out again and batting her eyelashes. 


Bret was not sure why but he wanted to vomit, not because of the alcohol, but because she was so stupid he 


could toss her off the balcony and not even give a second look. 


He wanted to tell her how much this band mate made his cock throb like no other dumb groupie ever did, but 
that will be such a compromising thing to say for a rock band. 


To honor the band reputation and not lose the groupies they had (yes because they were a hair band, the 
more groupie you have the more popular you get), he just shook his head and told her he was gonna come 


back. 
She pouted but hummed. What a joke. 


He quickly took the stairs down to the basement, opened the door and closing it behind him. 


He got welcomed with the guitarist bending over, his head buried in the fridge, struggling to remove one pack 


of beer. 
Damn, what a sight. 
CC turned his head around to see who was by the door. 


‘Oh it's you. Come help me, i don't know who put them this way on the fridge but he must be an idiot" he 
simply said, trying to separate two packs. 


He got surprised by Bret reaching for his waist and grip it firmly from the back, sticking his member to the 


guitarists ass, making him moan. 

"Bret, ah, what are you doing," He asked, giving up on his task and standing straight. 

Bret turned him around and couldn't resist anymore. He waited so long for this. 

With his foot he closed the fridge and pinned him against it before crashing their lips together. 


The older gasped from surprise, not expecting Bret to do that, but he quickly got used to the feeling and 
melted into the other's full lips. 


Bret started licking at the other's lips, asking for an access to his mouth, but as usual, CC denied him. The 
singer slide his hands inside the other's shirt, gently touching the skin before pinching his waist, making the 
other yelp and open his mouth. 


Started a long making out session, their tongues mingling together, Bret could even taste the coke and drinks on 


CC's delicious mouth. Damn he missed him. 


The guitarist rolled his arms around the singer's neck, deepening the kiss until Bret's tongue was literally an 


inch away from his throat. 


He was moaning and writhing, and Bret groaned against his lips when he put his thigh between the yourger's 
legs. 


They started thrusting against each other while licking on their mouths, biting on lips and pulling each other's 


hair. 
Eventually, they needed to breath so Bret pulled out and stared at CC. 


He was so beautiful, gloss lustful eyes, lips swollen and shining with saliva and the remains of pink gloss. His hat 


was on the floor and his hair was messier than ever. His makeup was very beautifully done this time, pink 


blush underlying his cheekbones, purple eye shadow and dark mascara, the black eye liner around his eyes 


underlining his vicious gaze. 
CC bite his lip before opening his mouth, 
"| like when you look at me like that. You like my makeup? Rikki helped me a lot on it" 


He almost laughed at the way Bret's eyes went from adoration to hate and jealousy. He was always so 
possessive with him but he'll never admit it. CC knew though, and he liked to play on his nerves. 


Himself couldn't deny his needs, Bret was looking so handsome tonight with his tight shirt and ripped skinny 
jeans, he wanted these so bright blue eyes only on him tonight. 


Bret grabbed his chin and forcefully bring his head closer. He took the other's bottom lip between his teeth, 
gently sucking before biting hard. CC whimpered when he felt the singer sucking the blood that flowed from 


the bruise, a sadistic smile forming on his face. 


He also felt the member against his thigh getting harder, so he slid a little bit to make both their erections 


meet in one movement. He moaned when Bret started thrusting his cock against the other's. 
But he felt a certain pressure he needed to get rid of, and now wasn't the right moment to pleasure himself. 


"Ah- too much, Bret we can't do it- not now, not here" He managed to say between whimpers and moanings 


while Bret was biting all over his neck 


"You're scared that they find us, huh? That they'll see what a cockslut you are for me?" He whispered against 
his ear making the other shiver. "| want you now CC, been too long since | didn't do you." He continued. 


He couldn't let it happen, not when his member wanted another kind of release. 
Damn it, too much beer. 

‘Its not that, l- not now Bret, please” He pushed the singer away. 

Bret moved his head up, eyes meeting CC's worried ones. 


"What's wrong? You can't stop now, not when you got me all worked up" He tried to get close again but the 
guitarist shook his head. 


"l- gotta go to the bathroom, I'll be back" He tried to move away but Bret held him firmly, a playful smirk on 


his face, his eyes shining with excitement. 


He leaned in and whispered to him, 


"In that case, can you wait? Do you think you can control yourself until | finish you off?" 


CC raised an eyebrow, Bret was definitely on another level of perverted fantasies. But that's why the older 


liked him so much right? Because himself wasn't all vanilla. 


| don't think | can, all these drinks | took filled my bladder" he taunted, knowing that talk will really do 
something to Bret. 


The other started licking his ear and his neck again, his body flush against CC's. 


"Come on, | know you can do that for me baby, let me take you to my room, I'm sure you'll be a good boy and 


handle it right? Always so good for me" The guitarist moaned and nodded, unable to deny him anything. 
He didn't see any harm in that, if it was Bret's thing then why not, he'll do anything for Bret. 


They separated, and he almost whimpered when Bret stared at him, he was so turned on by this, and CC 
anticipated this night like no other, finally they're gonna try it again 


Outside of the house party, the cold air hit CC's face. 
Sighing, he started shivering from the cool air, the shirt he was wearing being too thin for the night weather. 


Bret looked at him before pulling him into his side, one arm around the other's shoulder, hesitating before 


placing a kiss on his cold cheek. 


CC didn't mind it, in fact he felt warm and no one was in the streets since it's late at night. So he leaned on 


the arm around him, wrapping his own around Brets waist. 
They joined Bret's car to go back to the hotel. 


The ride was silent, and the guitarist was looking through the window, pretending to look calm when he Bret's 
hand was gripping his thigh, moving higher the closer they got to their destination 


Its been a few weeks now since they fucked for the first time, and their relationship was becoming more 
complicated than ever. The fights never ceased, they only became more controlled once they felt each other's 


burning bodies. 


He never felt like an animal his whole life, Bret made him feel like one, only living on instinct. When he saw him, 
he didn't need to think, his body did everything for him. Once Bret looked at him, touched him, kissed him, it 


electrifies his senses, it awakes someone inside him that only needs the singer. 


They both don't know how it went from friendship to this, hell they couldn't even put a word to what they 


were, it was so intense when they were together that no other person satisfied them anymore. 


CC knew something more than friendshp with benefits was going on, he witnessed it a few times now, and his 
mind stopped at one particular night. 


## Flasback ++ 


The band went out fo a club in LA. Bobby had his girlfriend with him and Bret was with Ncole, a model that used 
fo hang out with hm a lot. Everyone assumed it was his girlfriend by now because they've been seeing each other 
for a few months now. Bret thought so too, at least before. 


CC was alone with Rikki whose girlfriend broke up with him recently because she caught him cheating on her with a 
groupie. 


They were chatting around the fable, drinking, laughing and telling stupid jokes, Brets fingers intertwined with Nicole's 
while he was pretending fo listen to a story she was felling, but his mind was somewhere else. 


h the corner of his eye, he could see this unknown dude that came to the table, talking with CC and Rikki 


He was fall and looked Ike he was in his 40s, his fashion style seemed Ike he was some director of a company or 


some sort 


What made Bret lose interest in what his "girlfriend" was saying is the way the guy was looking at CC. He was 
definitely not listening to what Rikki was talking about, but kept asking CC questions 


With the loud music, Bret couldn't listen to the conversation, but he could fell he was flirting, with the way he was 
playing with the pink ribbon around the guitarists neck, smirking at him. 


Brets doubts prouves him right when he saw the two disappear into the bathroom, Rikki chuckling and winking at 
Bobby. 


The singer's heartbeat raced, a sudden ache he never experienced appearing, similar to when he felt like he'd lost 
something 


It only took him |b minutes to excuse hmself to Nicole, pretending he needed to wash his face in order to make his 
way to the bathroom. 


He didn't know what to do, but he knew what to expect, and he couldn't let it happen, his heart was telling hm not 
To. 


Blood rushing through his veins, his heart beating so fast he thought it could get out of his chest, he opened the 


door. 
The first thing he hears was groaning, and then slurping noises. 


Hs mind went blank, animal instincts taking control of his body. He identified the stall they were in and banged on 
the door, hard enough to make the noises stop. 


‘ts taken, man" the older guy said 

‘Oh no, he isn't taken, and definitely not by you. Now open this door" He responded, his fist clenching 

The guy seems to recognize the voice, and CC foo since he opened the door. 

Hs face was flushed and mouth swollen, droplets of cum on the corner of it and saliva covering his chin 
Brets fists clenched harder when he saw the old man smirking, a proud stupid smile on his face. 


"Whats up Bret? F you guys are waiting for me, you don't need to, Mike is going to drop me home later or 
tomorrow." CC said, wiping his mouth before trying fo close the door again 


"Mike" huh? 
Bret blocked the door with his door, shaking his head 


‘Get the fuck out of here right now you old sick pervert before | get you out myself." He said, his fist threatening 
fo meet the guy's jaw at any moment. 


"Bret stop it, just leave us alone." CC tried again closing the door but Bret took hold of his arm, yanking him outside 
of the stall 


"What are you doing-" CC fought back, trying fo move away from hm but Bret was stronger, and he pushed hm 
on the ground, leaving him there before going back to the guy who was standing with his dick still out 


The singer was gonna punch him before he got stopped by CC grabbing his arm. 
‘Mike, Im sorry but you should leave. Me and Bret need to talk." He eventually said 
"Youre gonna leave me with blue balls?! | knew you were a stupid blonde bitch anyway, Im out." 


"You call him that way again and Im gonna cut off your head you asshole" Bret shouted at him, trying To wriggle 
his hand away from CC to beat up the man 


"Whatever, yall glam rock bands need therapy or something" the guy mumbled before leaving 
The guitarist left Brets arm and relaxed on the sink 

Well, his relaxation cut short because mmediately Brets fst met his cheek 

The brutality of the hit left CC on the ground, his hand grabbing his cheek 

"Youre a fucking slut, CC" 


The singer straddled him and gave him a couple more punches, CC's head met the ground, blood running out of his 


mouth 
‘Stop it, | can't fight back-" CC tried to say with a weak voice. 


"Why? Because he fucked your mouth too rough? filthy bitch" the other said, gripping his neck, fist tightening 


around it, choking him. 
CC started writhing beneath him, his hands gripping Brets arms, eyes watering 


‘Im gonna teach you a lesson so you'll remember not to do that ever again." He said, his hands leaving the other's 


neck 

CC regained his breath, coughing at the sudden amount of air in his lungs 

The younger eventually stood 

‘Come to the stall and get on your knees right now." He ordered, and CC shivered at the domination 


Hs animal instincts seem to take over his body too because he did as he was fold, kneeling in the stall, his head up 
fo meet Brets cold and angry eyes. 


He was so hot. 

The older locked the door of the stall and unzipped his pants, pulling out his cock. 

CC's eyes shone. God, he loved this cock, he'll never get used to see it so close to him, taunting hm. 
He licked his lps when Bret slapped his cock on his cheek a few times 

‘Open your slutty mouth, wide." 


The guitarist opened his mouth wide, welcoming the other's dick. 


Bret moved his member a few times on the other's tongue, groaning at the warm sensation 

He suddenly yanked the other by the har unti his nose rested against his pubes, choking hm on his dick 
"You stay Ike this unti | finish okay? And you swallow everything Ike the cocksucking bitch you are." 
CC didnt understand at first, but he got it when he felt a warm substance filing his mouth 

He wanted to get away but Brets grp tightened on his hair, not leaving hm any chance of escaping 
The amount of it was fillng his mouth, he had no choice but to take it 


He started swallowing Brets pee, but the flow was so rushed that a couple of it dripped from the corner of his 
Ips, dripping on his neck 


/t was sour but the taste wasnt that terrible, it tasted like Bret so he didn’t mind 
"Thats right, take it all since you love dicks so much" 


Bret let go of the other's hair and pulled ouf of his mouth, letting his flow run over CC's nose and cheeks, before 
directing it to his crotch, wetting the other's pants 


He was marking his territory all over his body, making sure to let the other understand 


CC moaned, the warm sensation over his crotch was so hot. The color was a strong yellow because of all the 


substances Bret took today and the smell was intense, but he liked it 


The flow slowed and eventually stopped, CC moaned again, taking the singer's cock in his hand and putting it back in 


his mouth, licking him clean 


Bret groaned at that, he didnt know the guitarist would be so aroused by that, he wanted fo punish him for god's 
sake, but he forgot how dirty CC was 


‘Fuck, you love it don’t you? You love me peeing all over you like you were just a cheap whore? Youre so 
depraved" He groaned, pulling on the older's hair and spitting on him. 


Now thrusting inside the other's mouth, his erection was getting bigger in such a small amount of time it was 
surprising for him. 


He never got turned on this quick, in this welcoming, warm mouth, he already wanted fo come. 


He looked down at CC, covered in his piss and saliva, stroking himself through his pants, drooling around his cock. 


The guitarists slurping became louder, his choking too, until he was crying out when he came. 
God, that was the sexiest thing Brets ever seen 


Stil moaning and choking around his cock, the guitarist gripped at his thighs, planting his pained nails on the skin when 
he felt the other's cock getting bigger. 


And when he started gently stroking the other's heavy balls, Bret come deep inside his mouth, hps stuttering 
against CC's mouth, making the other swallow everything again 


He stayed in the guitarists mouth until he felt overstmulated before pulling out 
Bret dant waste the opportunity fo pull the other's hair and whisper against his piss and cum covered Ips, 
"You do that to me again and HI kill you I hope you remember who you belong to now." 

And with that, he left CC panting on the floor, debating on how to leave the club in this state 

+ End of Flashback #4 


That memorable night didn't leave the guitarist's mind since it happened. And it's been now two weeks since 


they didn't get in any intimate situation until this evening. 


But it was such a difficult period for both of them, every time they met they wanted each other. Neither of 
them did nothing about it. Bret started drinking more and CC was still the mess he usually was, coked out of 


his mind and losing sense of reality. 


His thoughts were interrupted when Bret told him they arrived at the hotel. 


Part two 


Author's Notes: 
Here's the second part of the story you horny pervs :) 


| enjoyed writing it a lot and | hope you'll like it! 
| also hope more writers will consider this pairing and Poison in general :) 


Kisses xx 


As soon as the hotel room door was closed, CC was pinned against it and Bret's lips were devouring his. 


It was rushed, Brets hands slid beneath the other's shirt as they gently explored his chest, going from his 


slim waist to tweaking his nipples, making him moan against his lips. 


It was rushed but CC could feel the need in Bret's movements, in his kisses, it was all tongue and teeth but his 
hands were so warm again the guitarist's chest, trapping him against his body, refusing to let go. 


He could feel his neediness with how hard the younger was against his thigh, full of lust and want only for him. 
The guitarist felt proud, how many people wanted Bret to do this with them right now, but he was the one 


receiving all Bret's attention. And he knew he had it more often now. 
He could feel the singer's eyes on him all the time. He could feel him wanting to get closer every time they 


were in the same room. Even with people around, Bret would reach for his hands, for his waist and when no 


one was looking, for his ass. 
He started kissing the singer with more vigor, his tongue exploring every corner of his mouth, his hands 
roaming inside the other's shirt to feel his muscular chest. 


He could feel every muscle contraction against the other's abs, how beautifully his skin was shaped against his 
slim fingers. 


He moved up to feel the other's pecs, noticing how his heart was beating so fast and hard. 


Bret on the other hand broke the kiss and trailed gentle pecs on the other's neck, before licking on the skin, 
hands still playing with the hard nipples, making CC squirm more against him. 


It was more intimate than the other nights they spent, they were taking more time to feel each other. 
| can spend the whole night just touching and kissing you, y'know?" He breathed against the older's neck. 
| know, but | don't think we have the whole night -aah- since | have a need to release.." CC managed to say 


between the bites that were inflicted to his skin 


Bret half heartedly pulled out and with CC's arms around his neck, he lifted him, with the guitarists thighs 
around his waist. CC shuddered with how effortlessly he was being carried, he bit his lip when his hands 
moved to feel Bret's biceps. So strong. 


It only took them a few seconds to make their way to the bathroom. And when Bret threw him on the large 
bathtub and lowered the guitarist's pants, his breath hitched. 

Silky pink panties were covering the older's crotch, a wet spot appearing over this area, getting bigger when CC 
felt Brets eyes exposing him. 

Bret got on top of him, leaned in and started mouthing at his covered member, kissing and licking the soft 
material. 

He could feel and smell something other than precum on it, and it drove him wild. 


The guitarist whimpered, the pressure against his member and Bret's tongue wetting his panties pressured 


him more to let go. 


"Ah- stop teasing or l'm gonna pee all over your face" He pleaded, tugging at the other's hair. 


lm the one teasing? You're the one parading around with pink panties on, and you expect me to act like it 


wasn't the hottest thing I've ever seen?" 


CC moaned when Bret kissed his inner thighs, before gently pulling out the underwear, his hands roaming over 
the smooth legs. 


But then instead of just throwing the material away, he stared at it. 


The silk material was so soft against his fingers, the dark stain becoming more appealing closer. 


He couldn't help himself but bringing it to his nose, sniffing the crotch area while unzipping his pants, not 
hesitating before stroking himself in front of his friend. 


The smell of the few droplets of pee mixed with the cum gave this spicy acidic flavor that he couldn't stop 
himself from tasting. It smelled and tasted good especially because it was CC's, everything about him turned 
him on. His own cock was becoming slick from the amount of pleasure he was getting. 

The older gave him an interrogative look, but couldn't help but get aroused from the sight. 

"Hey, | know you like smelling me and all but | need you to come inside me, not on my panties..." 

Bret groaned, getting back to reality. CC was naked on the large bathtub, his eyes dark from lust and his 
beautiful body asking to be taken 

"Wanna ride you." He whined, 

Jesus, he sounded so needy. Bret thought he looked like an angel possessed by the devil. 


It was messier and sloppier than any of the nights they spent together. Too much lube because both of them 


couldn't wait for any prep, too much sloppy kisses everywhere. 
Bret's tongue darted everywhere, licking his friend's soft sweaty skin, taking too much time on his collarbones 
and neck, claiming him. 


His fingers dug into the other's hips, helping him getting on a steady rhythm. 


CC's painted nails dug into the singer's shoulders, his hips moving up and down, meeting Bret's thrusts. 


"That's right, bounce on my cock, baby doll, earn your reward," Bret murmured against his ear, his hands 
grabbing his butt, "God, | love your ass, always so fucking tight" he continued, a finger joining his cock inside 
CC's hole, stretching him wider. 


The guitarist closed his eyes, the contact of his thighs against Bret's every time he impaled himself, the 
singer's touches and dirty talk wetting him more. His small cock was bouncing up and down, splashing precum 
everywhere, his chest flushed and hair getting wet from his sweat. His lips parting only to let those high 


pitched sweet noises. 
Bret blinked a few times, admiring the beautiful sight he had in front of him, wondering if he was lucky enough 
to have it only for himself. He couldn't help that possessive voice inside his head to manifest itself. 


"Has anyone ever seen you like this? Or fucked you this good?" He asked, punctuating his question by letting go 
of the other's hips to let him fuck himself freely. 


The reaction was quick, the guitarist shook his head and whined, 
"N-no one, oh - f-fuck me harder Bret, need you deeper, please" 


Bret hummed and smiled triumphantly before resuming his thrusts, gripping the other's hips harder, groaning 
when he felt getting deeper inside the tight heat. 


CC was getting loud, very loud. He was leaving scratches all over Bret's back, his head thrown back, his hips 


moving with a much more erratic pace, chasing both his releases. 

The pressure against his prostate mixed with the one against his bladder was driving him to voice out the 
most pornographic noises ever. 

But he was getting close to the most precious part of sex, he was on the verge of coming. 

"Bret, l- I'm gonna come, ah- fuck, your cock feels so fucking good" He couldn't help but moan. 

"Come for me, baby" Bret sped his thrusts inside him. 


And the nickname is all what it took for him to come all over their bodies, large amount of cum painting Bret's 


chest. 


With Bret fucking him through his orgasm, something more than cum was gonna come out of him. 


He started shaking, his body not familiar with letting go in that situation, his mind contradicting him. But Bret 


was here, he knew what he needed. 


The singer locked eyes with him, ice blue eyes met piercing ones. 


"Let go baby, let me take care of you, make a mess for me." 


The words whispered against his ear made him tremble, his body starting to relax. 


"Let me see you relieve yourself, just for me.” He continued whispering against his ear, convincing him to let 


go. 
Bret's hand started caressing his cock, slowing his thrusts but still gently fucking him. 
CC closed his eyes, and without even his brain allowing it, he started relieving himself on Brets chest. 


Animalistic. 


He started shaking again, trying to stop the flow when he realized what he was doing, but Bret cupped his face 
and kissed him, shushing him and drowning his fear. His own dick was getting harder inside CC as he was 
thrusting harder and deeper, chasing his orgasm. 

CC started sobbing, not able to stop the stream, his soft dick letting everything go. 

Bret directed the flow over his chest and leaned in to suck the tip, tasting some of the substance. 

CC moaned at that, bret was doing such messy things that he never realized he would very much enjoy a hot 
Eventually, Bret let go of his member and grabbed his hips to thrust faster inside him. 

The obscene sound of skin on skin and the smell of sex and pee was filling the room, bringing Bret closer to 


coming. 


"My dirty slut, you're doing so good for me, so pretty and messy" Bret groaned, giving a few more thrusts 


before coming inside him, flooding his inner walls with his love. 


The guitarist sighed, he could feel every vein of Bret's cock throbbing, carving the shape of it inside his body. 


He could feel every last drop of his cum invading him, marking him slow and deep. 


CC's eyes closed for a second but shot wide open when he felt another substance filling him from the inside, a 


powerful stream making its way through his anal walls. Bret was peeing inside him. 


"F-fuck what are- you doing" He asked, but Bret only answered with a smirk 


The feeling was odd and his stomach started feeling weird and getting a little extended, but CC must admit it 
felt amazing. The warm sensation started spreading through his whole body, pain mixed with pleasure, his cock 
throbbing from the stimulation. 


"You like it don't you? | knew you'll be into it from the first time | did you, you're such a messed up slut 


huh?" 


The guitarist opened his eyes and moaned when he felt more liquid filling him. His cock started getting hard, his 
whole body getting horny. Fuck it, he wanted to be destroyed right now. 


"Wreck me, Bret, make me your dirty bitch" He softly said, vision blurred from want, his fingers playing with 
Brets hair. 


"Fuck, you're gonna be the death of me." 


And with that, the singer flipped them around to start fucking him with the pee inside, making it drip all over 
CC's thighs every time he pulled out and thrusted in with more power, whispering dirty things to the older's 


ear. 


The guitarist never felt so filthy, he was covered in piss and cum and was giving his body like he was some 
slut. But the fact that it was Bret doing it changed everything. Handsome, talented Bret, his best friend and his 
worst enemy at the same time, he could give everything he had just to earn a single attention from him. He 
could be Brets slut anytime the other wanted, hell, he could be his slut forever. 


The wet sound of pee getting fucked in and out of him filled the room and they sounded naughtier to CC's ears 
and Brets hand constantly stroking him didn't help him get over the edge for the second time this night. 


"Shit, you're gonna make me come agai-" he couldn't even finish his sentence before he was spilling all over 


themself, making them stickier than they already were. 


As Bret came a second time inside him, they were spent, CC was a mess, his body light and tired against Bret. 


"You okay, baby?" The latter asked, gently stroking the other's blonde sweaty locks. 


"Mmh, just tired" The guitarist said, tangling his legs with Bret's. 


Bret stared at him dreamily, the makeup was half removed on his face, sweat dripping on his skin, eyes lost 
and hazed, he was glowing and beautiful, just like Bret always loved him. 


They stayed like that for a while, lazily making out, Bret hugging his waist, their bodies glued to each other, 
not minding the mess they did on each other. 


After a moment, Bret moved aside for a second but returned to his position after turning on the tap, the 
shower head raining warm water over their naked bodies. 

They eventually cleaned themselves, well, much more like Bret showering both of them because CC was really 
tired. 


They finished and lied together on Brets bed, their bodies against each other, resuming making out. 


| wanna stay like this forever." He whispered against his ear, deposing a light peck on it. 

"Just the two of us." He continued, his eyes meeting the other's now. 

CC looked down, his heart beating fast against the other's chest, his cheeks turning slightly pink. 

He thought he must still be looking like a mess right now, but it didn't seem like Bret minded at all. In fact, he 
looked at him with so much fondness and affection that CC could even believe that the other felt something 
deep for him. 

Bret resumed kissing him deeply, the palm of his hand drawing circles on the guitarist's lower back. 


"I know it's weird but | liked it, and | know you liked it too, you were so pretty and all mine," He whispered 
against his lips, "I like when you lose yourself to me, when | take control of your body, it's the only way | can 


have you all for myself." 


He continued, this time eyes searching for the other's, looking for some affirmation, just to make sure his 


feelings weren't one sided. 


And blame it on the alcohol, drugs, tiredness, love or whatever, but CC couldn't help himself.. 


"lm already yours." 


With the way Bret's grip tightened around his waist at that, he knew he was tied to him for as long as he 


wanted. 


But was it really a bad thing after all? 


